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One-Shot 


Author's Notes: 

A little different for me. Something | wrote many years ago, when | was dicking around with some unusual- 
for-me stuff, just to see if | could. Got bored with it because its frankly not my thing, but | recently polished 
it up for posting anyway. Because, why not? 


The first time was an accident. It was the spent cigarette dropped in the woods. The inadvertent drop of a 


secret from careless lips. 

The meaningless action that ignites the maelstrom. 

The first time was an accident, or at least that's how Richie usually thought of it. Because if he entertained 
any other notions about it, it stopped making sense. That's what he told himself. If it wasn’t an accident, it 


didn't make sense. 


Except sometimes it did make sense, and sometimes Richie rolled it around in his mind, tasting every nuance of 


it. Those were the days he avoided being alone with Jon Not because Jon couldn't handle it, or because he 


wouldn't enjoy it, but because Richie couldn't handle the idea of admitting those particular mental 


transgressions. 
Better to let Jon think it was always slightly surprising to Richie, his own complicity in the Need. 


The first time, Jon had been in his lap, spooned against him, back to chest, riding him, bouncing on him fast and 
furious until the sweat had slicked both their bodies. Richie had, with half-glazed eyes, watched a droplet of 
sweat trickle down the side of Jon's neck, and he'd wanted to taste it-- more than anything, he'd wanted to 
taste it, and he'd pushed his fingers up into Jon's wet and tangled hair, meaning to push it aside, to slightly 
twist the man's head to allow access to that tempting litte rivulet. But his fingers had lodged a little too 
aggressively into the damp curls, the lurching of their bodies causing the action to fall out of all balance, and 
Richie had effectively yanked Jon's head to the side, his hand fisted hard in his hair. On a whim he'd decided to 
forgo the delicate lick he'd had in mind for the droplet of sweat and instead had sucked his mouth against the 
skin, biting down, drawing the sweat and the flesh with it hard into his mouth. Only a moment had passed 
between reaching for his friend's head with tender intent, and the savage conclusion to the desire. 


Jon had come almost instantly. 


The way his body had tensed and shuddered, the way the muscles of his inner thighs had clenched against 
Richie's own legs and, most of all, the cry of surprise and pain that had choked out of him, had forced a 
climax so hard through Richie's body that he'd almost screamed. 


Afterward, they had simply stared at each other, eyes round, lungs heaving, until Richie had muttered some 
obvious lie about needing to attend to something elsewhere, and left Jon kneeling naked and trembling on his 


hotel bed, teethmarks blooming reddish-purple on his neck. 


The second time was not an accident. Unlike the first time, Richie didn't even try to pretend it was, although 
he preferred to think of it as something he'd done purely for Jon's pleasure, without a thought toward his own 


desires. 


The second time, there were four or five moments Richie was positive he'd gone too far, that the game was 
getting too serious, but it was Jon's idea to begin with, and it was Jon who had kept it going, reassured Richie 
with his continued panting, his undeterred hard-on. 


The second time they were both a little drunk, enough to drop inhibition, but not enough to be blurry about 
what they were doing. They'd been teasing each other all day, driving each other crazy, and Richie had the 
distinct impression Jon was working his way around to something. Maybe something he wasn't sure Richie 


would take to, something embarrassing maybe. Or shocking. 


The alcohol had imparted a glow and a bright smile to Jon's face, but his eyes were totally clear. Richie knew 
that because he'd stared into those eyes for what seemed like minutes on end after Jon's request, just to 


make sure the man was serious, and that he was sober enough to be offering such an invitation. He was. 


So it was, that with an alcohol-fueled glow, a bright smile, and eyes still clear enough to attest to decent 


judgment, Jon had leaned in close to Richie's ear and whispered the phrase, "I want you to hurt me." 


Richie had never been knocked out before, lost consciousness from a blow, but for a split instant, maybe not in 
his actual visual field, but somewhere in his brain, he saw stars exploding, and imagined that this is what it 


was like to have his senses rocked by a physical hit. 


"What?" he'd managed, feebly, even though he already knew, in the same area of his brain where he'd seen the 


stars, that he was going to fulfill the request. 


"Don't you think | need it?" Jon asked, his eyes approximating something like naive innocence, but underlaid with 


the wickedness that made it obvious the innocence was an act, meant to entice. 


Within minutes, Jon was lashed to the bed, spreadeagled and prone, shuddering with excitement and delicious 
pain as Richie systematically bit him in places that wouldn't show, the tender flesh of his inner thighs, the 
angles of his hipbones. Shuddering, but refusing to cry out, even as Richie raked his fingernails over his 


friend's back, leaving bright red lines dotted with tiny specks of blood. 
Richie had crawled up over him, and murmured in his ear, "You think you're pretty Tough, huh?" 


Jon hadn't responded, but just saying it had ignited something down in Richie's belly, deeper even. He knew in 
that instant it wasn't just for Jon's pleasure he was doing this, and this thought was chased by an even more 
frightening one, the thought of himself continuing the assault without Jon's blessing. Luckily, he didn’t have to 


find out, since Jon still refused to give in. 


Untying the man's ankles so he could draw his knees up under him, Richie put a condom on with shaking hands. 
The thing itself was lubricated, but he knew it would only be a cursory accommodation for this, lasting no 
more than the first few thrusts before disappearing. Richie had never done this without plenty of lube before, 
and he had no idea how much it would hurt, and he was disturbed by how little he cared. Jon had already 
pulled his knees up under himself, offering his tight little asshole, framed so beautifully by random bite-marks, 
without question. His wrists were still tied to the headboard, stretching his upper half out into total 


helplessness. 


Richie didn't bother with the fingers. Instead, he grasped Jon's hips hard, pressing the tip of his cock against 
the target, and watched as, for one tasty moment, a shiver of fear ran through Jon's body at the full 


realization of what was about to happen. 


Despite his evil intentions, Richie still went slow the first time. Jon made a choking sound and pressed his face 
into the pillow, groaning as Richie picked up the pace. The friction was almost too much to be pleasurable, but 
Richie pounded away, flesh slapping flesh, until Jon's groans become more like screams, subdued by the pillow 


they were buried in, and Richie finally came. 


He pulled out and peeled the condom off, ignoring the way it was now streaked with pink, then released Jon 


from his remaining bonds. Jon had crumpled onto his side, curling up into a fetal position, and Richie had spent 
the next half hour dabbing witch hazel onto all the hurt parts of his friend's body, until Jon had finally turned 
over and clung to him as a small child might seek comfort from the same parent who had delivered the 

spanking. He was hard again (or still), and despite his protests, Richie had proceeded to suck him off gently, not 


stopping until Jon had climaxed twice, before resuming his role as quiet consoler until Jon fell asleep. 


Is it possible to both thoroughly corrupt, and to be thoroughly corrupted, during a single encounter with a 
single person? 

That was all Richie could think about as he watched Jon sleep. The Incident-- the Aurting-- was six hours into 
their past, and yet Richie was still awake, watching Jon's chest rise and fall as he dreamed. Or maybe he didn't 
dream, maybe his sleep was uninterrupted, now that he'd been satisfied the way he'd wanted. And how was it 
even possible? 

Twice, Richie had apologized to his friend, once almost breaking down into tears, and Jon had reassured him 
that he was okay, that he'd enjoyed it. In fact, he'd seemed almost frightened of Richie's reaction, as though 
Richie was screaming his head off over a hangnail. Almost frightened, slightly amused. Completely unconcerned, 
even as the bruises continued darkening over the surface of his body. There was one on his shoulder blade 
that was so dark purple, it was almost black, the negative images of teeth exquisite in their detail. The groan 
Jon had delivered at that had sounded so rough in his throat, it was almost like he was ready to scream, or 


cry, or both. But he did neither. 


Fragments of nightmares littered Richie's sleep when it did finally come. He didn't recall any of them in the 


morning, but they left an aftertaste in his brain almost as overbearing as the memories. 


Jon wanted to have sex again when they woke up-- normal, average sex, as though there wasn't the outline of 


teeth sitting on his shoulder like some fucked up bird telling Richie what an asshole he was. 
"You wanna sixty-nine?" Jon asked, grinning, to which Richie replied, 

‘I'm not a fucking sociopath, you know." 

Jon laughed. "I didn't know you had to be a sociopath to like sixty-nineing." 

This time, there was no almost to the tears. Richie sobbed. 

Jon didn't act nonchalant this time. "Aw, come on," he said. "You didn't hurt me.” 

"Go look in the mirror." 

"So you gave me bruises. We'll call em hickeys, okay?" 


| made you bleed, too." 


"l'm fine, Rich." 


Squeezing his temples in between his finger- and thumb-tips, Richie made an attempt to draw in a deep enough 


breath to make the sobbing slow down. "Why did you like it, though?" 
Jon sighed. "I don't know. It makes the stress go away for a little bit” 
"Oh god 

"What?" 

"You don't-- you don't deserve to be punished" 

"| didn't say that! 

"That's what it is, though. Isn't it?" 

"Why do you gotta overthink if?" 


"Because!" Richie pleaded, his throat closing down into a fist around all the things he wanted to say. "Because | 
liked doing it." 


"So? | liked you doing it" 

‘Im a fucking crazy person" 

"No you're not," Jon said. "You liked it because | liked it. /m the fucking crazy person" 

| thought about.. what if | didn't stop-- for fuck's sake." 

"Yeah. Me too." 

His tone was light, but when Richie found his eyes, he knew it had sunk in for Jon. Exactly what the Need was. 
"Maybe we're both fucking crazy people," Jon said. 

"But we're good people, right?" 

"Yeah. | think so. Yeah." 


Richie dragged the back of a hand across his eyes. "Then maybe we oughtta stop trying to make ourselves 


believe we're not, you know?" 


"How do you do that, though?" 
"| don't know." 


They sat in silence for a minute, before Jon said, "You wanna sixty-nine?" 


